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keep fioeit'ty toother.    Wo Haw the row and I don't think the
Speaker will last long; he clearly was inconsistent, and should have shut up Sanderson. The latter is .Irish, a man to speak more vigorously than he acts, a man loving oflect, a man who would any day Bacritice truth for a joke.
We* eanii* away sad that the pul.so of the machine should be so frivolous, and ashaiurd of what other nations must think. There IH no argument against coercion except Home Rule. Gladstone was lit the House*, a nervous irritable man, conscious of every reilediun on himself. 1 can't think how ho has lived so long, wearing himself clown an he does. , .                                       *
My ia11y 's in H ik lot >kH very well, ami is the ground-work of many of to-day'rt arluiles, Slu* in ail right and haw endured well a very heavy wei»k.
\Vith dearest love, S* A. B.
ST. Jrmf.s VN'AKAUK, WHITWIHPKL, July 2nd, 1887. Sir J*KAU KHANK,
The, wt'i'kly lef.ter beeomen the birthday letter. Instead of idling you about the past I have to throw myself into the future, «eo you growing to the dignity fit lor the Abboy House, inervawug in prosperity and. goodness, sheltered and supported by the love of many. I )<*ar old boy, niay all good bo yours, good within and gtK.nl without.
My wife, IIH »mml remembering every thing, thought of you and will 8t*nel you «ome art-worked, bnww plates for decoration of the I fall for your birthday. One thing will, I, fear, be missing tomorrow, and that In the raspberry and currant tart along the net-leg of which my memory leaps, and I am borne to Sainber !Ionst% Hca-ttidt* loiigingH, ancl even Portland Square.
\\'<t pieturt* you in your new HOUHO oxcitod—a bit worried, but full i if hope. Tito house miwt look its best with this sun, and to-morrow yon will begin to feel you are married to the C'lifhedral, I aid" you ever read Victor Hugo's Notre Darnel There a ehilrl got, weirdly, Hlrangely, to belong to the great silent home of the living and the dead.
I ><wr people, our thoughts will bo with, you all next Sunday, and oit! how we hope that your homo may be blessed and how the Hiwriiicu* may hear fruit to many! Can't you think of a motto for your hall, whioh Khali bo nothing to the blind but which to those who cim «HJ shall declare that 'man's work, like God's work, IH to be Hharcxl, and that all licmeafc comers will come to you. ? \VImt a lot still lira before you, and how much to be done to mako your gift of residence in the city among the people perfect!
With dearest love, S. A, B.